 Jean't ſave my bacon, not I! 
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A SONG FROM THAT ENTERTAINMENT, 


A VOYAGE over ſeas had not enter'd my head, 
Had I known but on which fide to butter my bread. 
 Heigho! ſure for hunger muſt die 
Iv'e fail'd like a booby come here in a ſquall, 
Where, alas! there's no bread to be butter'd at all! 
Oho! I'm a terrible booby ! 
Oh! what a ſad booby am If 


in Loadon, what gay chop-houle Gyns in the firect! | 
| But the only fign here is—of nothing to eat. 


Heigho! that I—for hunger ſhou'd die! 
My mutton's all loſt, I'm a poor ſtarving elf, 


| And for all the world like a loſt mutton myſcif! 


TTL. 


Oho! I ſhall die a loſt mutton Oo 
Ohl what a loſt muttonam I! 51 
For a neat ſlice of beef, 1 cou'd roar like a bull, 
And my ſtomach's ſo empty, my heart is quite full. 
Heigho! that I—for hunger ſhou'd die! 


But, grave without meat, I muſt here meet my grave, 


For my bacon I fancy I never ſhall ſave; 
.” Oho! I ſhall neer ſave my bacon! 


